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THE GARDENER OF THE SEA 

BY SAMUEL MO COY 



I 

As a bird (flying 

While night comes on 
And the light, dying, 

Foretells no dawn) 
Wearily searches, 

Haven to find, 
Seeks, never perches, 

Through terror blind: 
So, over surges 

Of all despair, 
My soul He scourges 

Till I grasp prayer. 

II 

At evening, when the sky's rich tapestries 

Of Tyrian blue glow thick with golden globes, 

The Gardener of the Sea with heavenly shoon 

Walks to and fro within its several bounds, 

As one with sandals wet by twilight dews 

Might move in quiet in his garden paths. 

Unquiet garden! that with lifeless life 

Doth crawl and lick the Gardener's pierced feet! 

Forever sterile, though forever sown 

With seed of ships and stars and crumbling lands ; 

Forever sterile, yet forever bright 

With the white flashing bloom of breaking seas ; 

Aceldama of nations, that entombs 

The nameless legions of antiquity; 

Only thy Gardener dare furrow thee, 

Thou field as restless as a caged beast, 

And thee He ploweth with His four great winds, 
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And harrows thee with whirlpool and with storm. 
Evening, her blue-black arras thick with stars 
Arching above this garden, and the house 
Of Night enclose the garden's heaving floor; 
A million stars are drowned, not too deep 
To ride and flash like silver lanterns, there ; 
And the night breeze sweeps cool, and yet more cool 
Across the garden and its dark, swift hills, 
And lo! upon the moving waters' face, 
The Gardener walking, veiled in majesty ! 

Ill 

Do you remember that long- vanished night, 
Master, upon the lake of Galilee, 
When the rude, boist'rous waves did sore affright 
Matthieu and Marc and stronger men than me? 
Then, in the fourth watch, when all hope was gone, 
A radiance and a quiet 'round them grew, 
And, like a Gardener on some still, smooth lawn, 
A Spirit walked the waves — ah, Lord, 'twas you ! 
And some there were who cried out at that wraith 
(That seemed) that trod the murderous sea, 
But Peter (who am I) said in his faith : 
' ' Lord, if it be thou, bid me come to thee ! ' ' 
Yea, of that Garden, to keep watch and ward, 
Make me your under-gardener, Lord! 

Samuel McCoy. 



MUSIC 

BY LOUISE MORGAN SILL 



What strange, dim agitation shakes my soul, 
And in what world unknown do I now breathe?. 
Am I a god that I should feel this glow 
Of high-wrought ecstasy? What billows roll 
Over my consciousness? What waters seethe 
Within the quiet depths of my pale being 
And there create such tides of ebb and flow? 

• ••••• 

I have uprisen, and life lies far below. 



